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summons, dragging Rashleigh along the ground for some
yards, then plunging and rearing with fright, flung Foxley
over its head, just as the stirrup-leather snapped and freed
Rashleigh. It then bolted off at top speed. Foxley leapt
to his feet, unhurt, and saw that McGuffin, who had fled
through the house, was nearly at the river's bank, running
frantically. The three bushrangers discharged their muskets
together, but McGuiBn raced on unharmed. Foxley and
McCoy started after him, leaving Smith in charge of Rash-
leigh, whom the bushranger began to beat with the butt of
his gun, while swearing that he had only made the trouble
he did to give McGuffin a chance to escape.
The runaway reached the bank and plunged in just as the
bushrangers fired again, and before they had time to reload
and fire a third volley, he had climbed out on the opposite
bank, and, with a loud shout of defiance, dived into a thicket
and disappeared from view.
Foxley and McCoy returned slowly to the house, their
expressions sullen as thunder at being thwarted. They fell
fiercely upon Rashleigh and beat him, as though he was the
cause of their outwitting.
'There, blast him, I think that'll do for now,' panted
Foxley at last. 'And, anyhow, we'd best make tracks before
we have the whole of Richmond after us.'
The spoil was divided in four parts, each carrying his
share, and the party went quickly to the river-side, plunged
amongst the tall reeds and began to force their way along
the bank, often up to the waists in water, McCoy advising
this route as they would leave no trace, and no one would
dream of looking for them there.
For hours they toiled along until at last they came to a
great tree which had long since fallen into the river, but the
water being shallow, many of its limbs were still above the
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